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' Move on/ said the physician, 4 and let me observe these
horsemen alone. I would there were some forest at hand.
In two hours we may gain the mountains.'

The daughter of Hunniades and the Prince of Athens de-
scended the rising ground. Before them, but at a consider-
able distance, was a broad and rapid river, crossed by a
ruinous Roman bridge. The opposite bank of the river was
the termination of a narrow plain, which led immediately to
the mountains.

4 Fair Iduna, you are safe,' said the Prince of Athens.

fc Dear Nicseus/ replied his companion, * imagine what I
feel. It is too wild a moment to express my gratitude/

' I trust that Iduna will never express her gratitude to
Nicseus/ answered the prince ; ' it is not, I assure you,
a favourite word with him.'

Their companion rejoined them, urging his wearied horse
to its utmost speed.

1 Nicseus!' he called out, ' halt!'

They stopped their willing horses.

c How now! my friend ; * said the prince ; ' you look
grave.'

' Lady Iduna!' said the Armenian, ' we are pursued.'

Hitherto the prospect of success, and the consciousness
of the terrible destiny that awaited failure, had supported
Iduna under exertions, which under any other circum-
stances must have proved fatal. But to learn, at the very
moment that she was congratulating herself on the felici-
tous completion of their daring enterprise, that that
dreaded failure was absolutely impending, demanded too
great an exertion of her exhausted energies. She turned
pale; she lifted up her imploring hands and eyes to heaven
in speechless agony, and then, bending down her head,
wept with unrestrained and harrowing violence. The dis-
tracted Nicseus sprung from his horse, endeavoured to
console the almost insensible Iduna, and then woefully